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Bound 


| limp my way into the bathroom, turn the faucet as hot as | can stand it, and step into the steaming shower. 
From the way it stings, and by the pinkish tinge of the water collecting in the tub, | know that I'm bleeding 


somewhere. | also know that I'm grinning like an idiot right now. 


| glance down at the bite mark on my bicep, and a pleasant shiver runs up my spine. Alex. My darling. My 
dearest. My love. There's no one in the world that has the ability to infuriate me more, but there's also no 
one who makes me as happy. 


Oh my god, he's so beautiful. | truly can't believe that someone like him could ever want someone like me, but 


by some miracle, he does. | love his face, especially the stern look he gets when he's dominating me. 


| know he's not really all that into some of the kinkier things | like. He gets off and everything, but he's always 
a little hesitant when | ask him to tie me up or hit me or call me names. The fact that he does it even though 
it's not his thing tells me much louder than words that he loves me, too. | try not to take advantage of him 
by asking him to do too much, too often, just like I'm sure he holds back on asking me to play along with his 


little dress-up games that he loves so much. 


We're getting really good at this bondage stuff, too. Sure, in the beginning we had to work out a few kinks 
(pardon the pun) but we're learning more every time. For instance, we use a safe word now. | was resistant to 
it at first, because it felt artificial, and when would | ever need one, anyway? But one night, things were going 
along swimmingly when all of a sudden stuff got weird and too intense and | started freaking out. Alex, being 
the wonderful and considerate lover that he is, stopped what he was doing and just held me until | calmed 
down, but | couldn't convince him to do anything like that with me again until | agreed to the safe word thing, 
and I'm glad that | did, because now Alex doesn't stop every few minutes to ask me if I'm all right. | wanted to 
pick something that would get his attention even in the heat of passion, so we use "Gibson" He suggested "hole 


in one," and | said that was fine so long as he never wanted to have sex with me ever again. He reconsidered. 


| don't know why | am the way | am, and | don't feel like plumbing the depths of my subconscious to figure out 
why it makes me come until | almost pass out when Alex pulls my hair and calls me a sissy bitch, or slaps me 
with his belt, or chokes me. (God, | wish he would choke me again! He's so worried that he's going to do some 
permanent damage or something.) Its just a part of me, that's all, a part of who | am just as much as my 


attraction to curvy-cute redheads or hairy chested Serbian beasts with giant cocks. 


Oh, no.. Just thinking about this is starting to get me hot again. Disgusting. | know that there isn't a God, 
because no benevolent creator would make a guy that looks like me have a libido like | do. | thank my lucky 
stars that Alex is so accommodating. | love him so much, and I'm so shitty at communicating that. | wish | 


could just want him and not need him like | do. It's terrifying, needing someone. 


The door creaks open, and then his body is pressed against mine in the steam and the wet. He chuckles as he 


notices my arousal. 
"My poor horny sweetheart. Didn't | make you come hard enough? I'll have to fix that" 


| can't even answer him. | bite my lip and moan as he begins to slowly stroke me. My last thought before the 


rush of pleasure overtakes me is that I'm his forever, bound heart and soul. 


